“ Child of the Spring, thou charming fl 0vver 
No longer in confinement lie, 

Arise to light, thy form discover. 

Rival the azure of the sky. 

“ The rains are gone, the storms are o’er 
Winter retires to make thee way, 

Come then, thou sweetly blooming* flower 
Come, lovely stranger, come away. 

“ Th e sun is dress’d in beaming smiles. 

To give thy beauties to the day, 

Young zephyrs wait with gentlest gales 
To fan thy bosom as they play.” 

This flower is a lover of the shade, and in our 
woods and secluded vales, or on the grassy margin 
of our rivulets it is seen in perfection, as Elliott 
writes, 

“ Shade loving Hyacinth ! thou com’st again, 

And thy rich odours seem to swell the flow 
Of the lark’s song, the redbreast’s lonely strain; 

And the stream’s tune, best sung where wild flow- 
ers blow. 

And ever sweetest where the sweetest grow.” 

The leaves of this plant are long and narrow, 
and the stem which bears a raceme of drooping 
blue blossoms, is round and sometimes a foot in 
length, the blossoms are bell-shaped, with the 
points of the petals reflected ; which curling of 
the cup caused Milton to observe, — 

“ And Hyacinthine locks 

Round his parted forelock manly hung clustering.” 
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anil another poet says— 

„ Hyacinth handsome with his clustering locks.” 

Percival speaks of the Hyacinth as a symbol of 

sorrow and melancholy 

“A Hyacinth lifted its purple hell 
From the slender leaves around it; 

It curved its cup in a flowing swell. 

And a starry circle crown’d it ; 

The deep blue tincture that robed it seemed 
The gloomiest garb of sorrow, 

As if on its eye no brightness beamed, 

And it never in clearer moments dreamed 
Of a fair and calm to-morrow.” 

If it has the appearance of melancholy and 
gloom, as the poet says it has, it is rendered more 
so from the shady situations in which it delights. 
Another poet in alluding to it says, 

“ Then mark 
The melancholy Hyacinth that weeps 
All night, and never lifts an eye all day 

but in a light and bright situation it looks full of 
beautyand cheerfulness, and whilst writing, a ram- 
ble through the woods is recalled to our memory 
where we alighted on an open spot that appeared 
like fairy ground ; it was a tract of about twenty 
yards in extent, and so thickly strewed with flow- 
ers that the earth was not perceptible beneath 
them ; the colours of the flowers that grew there 
were so beautiful and so finely contrasted, that 


